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Introduction 


Then he felt something on the floor under his foot. He looked down. It- 
was his red rose. It was there, in the same place, by the front door. A rose 
from another world, another life. 

Gabriel loves Silvia, but Silvia loves Marco. Marco wears 
expensive clothes and drives a fast car. He is more exciting than 
Gabriel. 

Then, one evening, at 8.27 p.m., something terrible happens. It 
changes the lives of everybody in the city. Where are Marco and 
Gabriel? Where is Silvia's mother? And what will happen to 
Silvia? 77K? Earthquake is an exciting story of young love in very 
dangerous times. 

Elizabeth Laird was born in New Zealand. She was a teacher in 
Malaysia, Ethiopia and London, and she also lived in Lebanon, 
Iraq and Austria. Now she writes for young people, and you can 
read her books in many different languages. The Storm and Karen 
and the Artist are Penguin Readers, too. 

Elizabeth Laird and her husband, the writer David McDowall, 
have two children. 
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Chapter 1 Two Tickets 


Gabriel had a kind face and intelligent brown eyes. He usually 
had a friendly smile. But there was no smile on his face today. He 
wasn't happy. 

'I'd like to be as rich as Marco,' he thought. 'But I'm only good 
old Gabriel. Silvia likes me. I know she does. She thinks I'm kind 
and nice. But she thinks I'm boring, too. Boring old Gabriel, 
that's me.' 

Gabriel had two tickets for a film. There was a red rose on the 
table in his sitting-room. He took the rose and the tickets and 
went out. 


♦ 

An hour later, Gabriel arrived at the door of Silvia's flat. When 
she opened the door, she didn't smile at him. 

'Oh, hello,' she said. 'What ... er ... ?' 

'Don't you remember, Silvia?' said Gabriel. 'It's Sunday 
evening. We're going to the cinema. I've got the tickets. It's that 
great new film. You said .. .' 

'What do you mean?' said Silvia. T can't go out with you this 
evening. I'm busy. 1 don't remember 

'But I called you on Thursday!' Gabriel said. 'You wanted to 
come!' 

Silvia pushed her beautiful dark hair out of her eyes. She didn't 
look at Gabriel. 

'Oh dear,' she said. 'That was stupid of me. I'm really sorry. 
Please don't be angry, Gabriel. Come back tomorrow. We'll go to 
the film tomorrow.' 

She began to shut the door. 
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'Silvia,' Gabriel said angrily, 'you're going out with Marco! I 
know you are! I want to tell you something about Marco. He's 
rich, but he's a bad man. You're being stupid, Silvia.' 

He stopped. Silvia wasn't there. 'I'm talking to the door,' he 
thought angrily. He looked at the rose in his hand. Then he threw 
it onto the ground. 

Behind him, he heard a quiet laugh. He turned. There was a 
man on the stairs. His clothes 
were expensive, and there 
were twenty red roses in his 
hand. It was Marco. 

'Oh dear, Gabriel,' Marco 
laughed. 'Is she busy tonight? 

Doesn't she want to go out 
with you? I'll try now. 

Perhaps she'll go out with me' 
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Gabriel didn't answer. He walked quickly away and went down 
to the street. 

It was a hot Sunday evening. There was no wind. A lot of 
people were in the street. They sat in the parks and drank in the 
cafes. Young men and women talked and laughed. Gabriel didn't 
want to look at them. He felt too unhappy. 

He took out the two tickets. 

'I paid for them,' he thought,'and it's a wonderful film. I'll go 
without her! I'm not going to think about Silvia Delgado. I'll go 
and see the film, and I'll enjoy it.' 

The Plaza cinema was a big, old building in the centre of 
town. The doors weren't open, so there were a lot of people 
outside. Gabriel waited with them. 

When the doors opened, people went quickly inside to the 
ticket office. But Gabriel had his ticket, so he waited outside. 

It was 8.27 p.m. And at that minute, the earthquake happened. 


Chapter 2 A Table for Two 

Marco stood at the door of Silvia's flat and watched Gabriel 
leaving. He looked carefully at his clothes and his shoes. Why 
didn't Silvia open the door? She was in there. Then, suddenly, it 
opened. 

'Silvia dear,' Marco said,'you look wonderful ...' 

He stopped. Silvia didn't look wonderful. Her face was red, and 
she looked unhappy. 

'Gabriel said something to her,' Marco thought. 'What was it? 
That young man doesn't like me, and I don't like him' 

He followed Silvia into the sitting-room. 

'I'm nearly ready,' she said. 'Have a drink. I'll come in a 
minute.' 

Marco knew the Delgados' sitting-room well. He went to the 
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table, and got a drink. Then he sat down in an expensive 
armchair. He liked the flat. There were beautiful pictures on the 
walls, and everything in the room looked very expensive. 

Silvia lived with her mother. Her father was dead. Before he 
died, Mr Delgado had a good job. He had cars and friends and a 
lot of money. But the Delgados weren't a rich family now, and 
Silvia's mother was ill. The doctor often came and visited her. 
Sometimes, Mrs Delgado had to go to hospital. She had to have 
good food and expensive medicines. The Deigados didn't have 
much money now. 

Marco didn't know about the Deigados' money. He saw their 
pictures, their jewellery and other expensive things, and he liked 
them all. 

'Silvia!' Mrs Delgado called weakly from her bedroom. 'Are 
you there, dear? What arc you doing? Is somebody with you? 
Who is it?' 

Marco heard Silvia's answer. It's all right, mother,' she said. 'It's 
only Gabriel. We're going to see a film.' 

'Ah!' thought Marco. 'So Mrs Delgado doesn't like me! Mrs 
Delgado likes dear Gabriel!' 

He went back to the table and had another drink. 

'Perhaps you don't like me, Mrs Delgado,' Marco thought. 'But 
your daughter does. Oh, yes. She likes me very much.' He smiled. 

Ten minutes later, Silvia came into the room again. Her dark 
hair was beautiful. Her big, brown eyes were excited. Her dress 
was very pretty. She smiled happily. 

'Hello, Marco," she said. 'I'm ready now.' 

He put down his glass and stood up. 

'We're going to have a wonderful, wonderful evening,' he said. 

♦ 

Outside, it was very hot. Marco drove his car fast. Silvia felt the 
wind in her hair. It was good. 
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'Gabriel hasn't got a car,' thought Silvia. She turned and looked 
at Marco. 'Where are we going?' she asked. 

'I'm taking you to the Oasis Restaurant,' Marco said. 'It's the 
best restaurant in town. It's very expensive, of course, but nothing 
is too good for you, Silvia. I know a lot of girls, but you're the 
most beautiful.' 

The Oasis Restaurant was two kilometres outside the town. 
There were a lot of big cars outside it. Marco pushed open the 
doors. Inside, it was nearly dark. There were pretty little lights on 
the tables, and a man played quiet music. Some people danced. 

'Good evening, sir,' the manager said to Marco. 

'I called this afternoon,' said Marco.'I want a table for two.' 

'Of course. Please follow me,' the manager said. 

Marco and Silvia followed him to the back of the restaurant. 

Their table was near the door to the kitchen. Waiters went in and 
out with food and drink. 

Marco looked at the manager 
angrily. 'I don't want this table,' he 
said. 'We're going to dance later. 

We want to be near 
the dancing. I 
have to have a 
better table.' 



'I'm sorry, sir,' said the manager.' I can't do that. We're busy this 
evening. Come early next time. Then I can put you near the 
dancing.' He began to walk away. 

'Wait a minute,' said Marco. 'I'm not happy with this. You've 
got to ...' 

'I'm very sorry,' said the manager again. 'I can't give you a 
better table now. Later, perhaps ...' 

'But ...' said Marco. 

People began to turn round and look at Marco. Silvia looked 
at the floor. Marco always did this. He always wanted the best 
place in the restaurant, in the theatre or at the football game. 
Silvia put her hand on Marco's arm. 

'This table's OK,' she said.'I don't want to change. Why ... ?' 

15e quiet, my dear,' said Marco. 'Leave this to me.' He turned 
back to the manager. 'Now,' he said,'you listen to me.' 

'Everybody's watching us now,' thought Silvia. She caught his 
arm again. 'I'll see you in a minute,' she said. 'I'm going to the 
washroom.' 

She walked between the tables to a door at the other end of 
the restaurant. She saw young men and women dancing. Older 
people laughed and talked. They all looked happy. 

The washroom was outside the restaurant, in a small garden. 
Silvia opened the door and walked into the garden. 

It was 8.27 p.m. And at that minute, the earthquake happened. 

Chapter 3 Silvia's Story 

The ground moved under Silvia's feet. 

'Help! What is it?What's happening?' she thought. 

There was a terrible noise, and she looked up into the sky. 
Perhaps the noise and the shaking came from a plane. 

Suddenly, the lights went out, and it was nearly dark. Then 


people started to scream. Silvia didn't move. She couldn't move. 

'It's an earthquake,' she thought. 'Oh, no, please, no!' 

The ground moved again. A long crack started to run up from 
the bottom of the wall in front of her to the top. Then the wall 
opened, and Silvia could see The people inside the restaurant. 
They tried to run. Their screams were terrible. She could see 
hands pushing and pulling. She could see their faces and their 
eyes. They were terribly afraid. 

Then the wall fell, and the roof came down. Silvia couldn't see 
the faces and hands now. The Oasis Restaurant wasn't there. It 
was only rubble. 

Silvia couldn't move. She couldn't scream. 

'Marco's in there!' she thought. 'Marco, and the manager, and 
... and those people. They ... Oh, I can't... I don't ...' 

There was another loud noise behind her. Silvia turned. 
Another building fell. And another. And another. 

Suddenly, she remembered her mother. 

Silvia tried to get out of the garden into the street, but it wasn't 
easy. She had to climb over a broken wall. She couldn't climb in 
her evening shoes. She took them off and carried them in her 
hand. She got up to the top of the wall and fell down into the 
street. Her pretty dress was dirty now, and she had cuts on her 
feet. 

There were people everywhere. They ran up and down the 
street and screamed. Some people tried to pull the rubble away 
from a building. 

'Come and help!' one of them said to Silvia. 'My little boy's 
under there. Help me, please!' 

'I'm sorry,' said Silvia. 'I have to find my mother.' 

There were cars everywhere, too. Everybody wanted to get 
away from the buildings and out into the country. 
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'Stop! Take me with you! Take me home!' she screamed at 
them. But they didn't hear her. They didn't stop. 

'I'll have to walk,' she thought. It's a long way, but I can do it. I 
have to go home and help my mother. I have to!' 

Silvia began to run. It wasn't easy. There was rubble across the 
road. A roof fell to the ground behind her. A wall suddenly fell in 
front of her. She climbed over it, and started to run again. 

It wasn't dark now. The sky was red and 
black with fires and thick, black smoke, 

Silvia had only one idea in her head. 

There was nobody with her mother. 

She was ill in her bed. She couldn't 
move easily. Perhaps she was hurt 
Perhaps she was... 

'No!' thought Silvia. 'She's 
not dead! Oh, please, no, please! 

She's all right. I know she is! 

Mother! Mother!' 

She was in the centre of 
town now. She looked round 
the square. There were some 
houses, and the big church 
clock showed the right time. 

But the hotel next to it was 
only a ruin. 

The Plaza was in the same 
square. For the first time, Silvia 
stopped and watched. Firemen 
and policemen carried people 
out of the cinema. 

'What happened?' she asked a girl 

'The roof fell,' the girl said. 

'Hundreds of people are dead.' 



'Perhaps Gabriel didn't go,' thought Silvia. 'Or perhaps he 
came too late, or ...' She didn't want to think about Gabriel now. 
The idea was too terrible. 


The Delgados' building was near the town centre, at the end of 
a street. Silvia began to run again. She could see a big fire. She 
could hear people screaming. 



The building next to the Delgados' home was a ruin. 


Men and women pulled at the rubble. Silvia knew them. 

They were her neighbours. They wanted to find their families 
and friends. But the Delgados' building was there. There was a 
big crack in the front wall, and some windows were broken. But 
the building looked safe. 

'Hey, don't go in there!' a man called to Silvia. 'It's too 
dangerous!' 

But Silvia didn't stop. She pushed open the door and went in 
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Inside, it was dark. She tried the lights, but they didn't work. 
Quickly, she ran up the stairs to the flat. 

The front door was open. 

'Mother!' she called. 'Are you all right? It's me! Mother, where 
are you?' 

She went to her mother's bedroom. The door was open, but 
there was nobody in the bed. Mrs Delgado wasn't there. 


Chapter 4 Neighbours 

Silvia sat down on her mother's bed and cried. 

'Where is she?' she thought. 'Who's with her? What can I do?' 

She stood up. Her feet hurt, so she went to her bedroom for 
some better shoes. She started to take off her dress, but then she 
heard another loud noise. Another building fell. 

'I can't stay here inside the building,' she thought. 'It's too 
dangerous.' 

She went quickly out of the flat and down into the street. Then 
she stopped. 'Where can I go? What can I do?' she thought. First, 
she had to find her mother. After that - but no, she didn't want to 
think about Marco. He was in the ruins of the Oasis Restaurant. 
And she couldn't think about Gabriel. Perhaps he was in the ruins 
of the Plaza cinema. 

Suddenly, she saw a neighbour. The old man lived in the next 
building. She went to him and put her hand on his arm. 

'Oh, Mr Enriques,'she said. 'You're safe.' 

The old man didn't move. He didn't see or hear her. His face 
was white and his hands shook. He started to cry quietly. 

Silvia shook his arm. 

'Mr Enriques!' she said. 'It's me, Silvia Delgado. Where's my 
mother? She's not in our flat. You know she can't walk. Did 
somebody take her?Who? Where did they go?' 
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The old man turned and looked at her. 

'Silvia - Mrs Delgado - I don't know,' he said. 'I can't 
remember. There was something - yes, I think ... perhaps it was 
Mr Garcia. Yes, Mr Garcia, the man from the second floor in your 
building. He carried her down and put her in his car. Yes, that's it. 
It was Mr Garcia.' 

'But where are they?' said Silvia. 'Where did they go?' 

'He said something,' said the old man. 'I don't remember. He 
said,'Tell Silvia ...' 

'Tell me what? Please remember, Mr Enriques. Please!' 

'He said . .. er .. . something about a park,' said Mr Enriques. 
'Yes, that was it. "It's safe in the park," he said. He wanted to go 
away from the buildings. Past the river. To Liberty Park.' 

Silvia looked at Mr. Enriques' sad, old face and put her arm 
round him. 

'Thank you, oh, thank you,' she said. 'I'll come back later. I'll 
help you then.' 
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'Help me? You can't help me,' said Mr Enriques. 'I haven't got 
anything now. My wife, my home ...' 


Liberty Park was outside the town, past the football ground. Silvia 
started to walk. Then she stopped. Her mother was old and ill. 
She had to take her medicines. And they were on the table next 
to her mother's bed. 

It was dangerous, but Silvia didn't think about it. She ran back 
into the flat. She found a big bag and put into it some warm 
clothes and her mother's medicine bottles. Then she ran outside 
again and shut the door behind her. 

It was a long way to Liberty Park. Silvia started walking. 


Chapter 5 Gabriel's Story 

At the time of the earthquake,' Gabriel was outside the Plaza. A 
lot of people wanted to buy their tickets, and they went inside. 
But he had his ticket. He was safe because he waited outside. 

Gabriel heard the first sounds of the earthquake. But he didn't 
see the buildings when they fell. He didn't hear the screams. 
Some rubble hit him on the head and he fell to the ground. Alter 
a long time, he heard somebody. It was a woman. 

'Look at this young man,' the woman said. 'Is he dead?' 

'No,' said another woman, 'but he's hurt.' 

'I'm — I'm all right,' said Gabriel. He tried to sit up. The 
women moved away. 

Gabriel's arm hurt terribly. He couldn't move it. It was broken. 
He sat in the street. Then he stood up slowly, and looked round. It 
was nearly dark. Only the cars gave some light. 

'My family!' he thought. 'Mum! Dad!' 

But they were a long way away in another town. He couldn't 
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do anything for them. Then he thought of Silvia. She was with 
Marco. He couldn't help her. But there was nobody with Mrs 
Delgado. And she was ill. 


'I'll go back to the Delgados'flat,'thought Gabriel. 'I can help 
Mrs Delgado, and perhaps I'll hear news of Silvia.' 

Slowly, he started to walk. He felt terribly weak. His right arm 
hurt very badly, and his head, too. Sometimes he nearly fell. 

Hundreds of people were in the street. A woman ran into 
Gabriel. By accident, she hit his arm. It hurt terribly. He sat down 
in the road. Everything went black. 

When Gabriel opened his eyes again, he felt very ill. He tried 
to sit up and look round. He wasn't in the street now. He 
was on the ground with a lot of other 
people. Doctors and nurses moved 
quietly round them. 
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He tried to feel his head with his hand. Then he remembered 
his arm. 

A nurse came to him. 

'Where am I? What happened?' he said. 

'You're in the garden of the hospital,' she said. 'Your arm's 
broken, I'm afraid. And you've got a bad cut on your head, too. 
We can't do more for you now. Thousands of people are waiting 
for help, and we haven't got medicines for all of them. It's not safe 
inside the hospital, but don't worry. You'll be all right here. Stay 
here quietly and sleep.' 

She went away. Gabriel watched her. Then he remembered 
Silvia. He had to go and find her. He had to help Mrs Delgado. 
Slowly, he stood up. He was weak, but he could walk. The doctors 
and nurses didn't see him. They were too busy. 

Gabriel left the hospital and started to walk back into town. 

Chapter 6 Liberty Park 

Silvia didn't like walking. She usually caught a bus or took a taxi. 
She was tired, and her back hurt. 

But she didn't think about her back, or about the cuts on her 
feet. She was with a lot of other people. They all had the same 
idea. They wanted to leave the town and go into the country, 
away from the dangerous high buildings. 

A friendly woman talked to Silvia. 

'Isn't anybody with you, dear?' she said. 'Where's your family?' 
'There's only my mother,' said Silvia. 'I think she's at Liberty 
Park. I'm going to look for her.' 

'Don't worry, you'll find her,' the woman said kindly. Silvia felt 
better. 

'Did you see the Grand Hotel?' said a man. 'It's a ruin. 
Hundreds of people were inside it.' 


'It's terrible, terrible,' his wife said. 'I saw a baby . . .' She 
stopped. 

'And the shopping centre,' another woman said. 'The shoe 
shop is all right, but the supermarket is a ruin.' 

'The centre's bad,' said a man,'but it's worse east ofhere. I was 
out there when the earthquake happened.' 

'Near the station?' the kind woman asked. 

'No, near the Oasis Restaurant,' the man said. 

Silvia started to listen more carefully. 

'The Oasis is a lovely place,' somebody said. 'Is it all right?' 

'No,' the man said. 'It's a ruin. A lot of people are dead. But the 
manager was all right. He was at the back of the restaurant. It was 
better there. He'll be all right. I wanted to help the other people, 
but I was worried about my family. So I came back into town. 
We're all safe. But our home ...' He stopped talking. 

Silvia turned to him. 

'Excuse me,' she said. 'There was a man in the restaurant - the 
manager was with him when - when . . . the earthquake ... Do 
you know - is he all right?' 

'Yes,' said the man. 'He's all right. I pulled him out. A tall, dark 
man. Is that him?' 

'Yes,' said Silvia. 

The man laughed. 

'Don't worry about him,' he said. 'He's fine. My friend and I 
worked hard. We pulled him from the rubble, but did he say, 
"Thank you"? No, he didn't! He was only worried about his car. 
He didn't help the other people under the rubble. He only had 
small cuts on his face and hands, but he wanted to see a doctor. 
Other people were dead or nearly dead, but he wasn't interested 
in them. I'm sorry ... Is he your friend? But really ...' 

Silvia didn't answer him. She wanted to think. 

Marco wasn't dead! She was very happy about that, of course. 
But she understood now. She was stupid. A stupid, stupid girl. She 
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didn't low Marco. She didn't like him. She loved Gabriel. And 
now, perhaps, it was too late. 

At midnight, there was another small earthquake. The people 
in the road screamed. They wanted to run - but where could they 
go? Behind them, in the town, more buildings fell. 

'Oh, no,' thought Silvia. 'When will this end?' 


At 12.30 a.m. Silvia arrived at Liberty Park. She looked round. 
There were thousands of people on the ground. Other people 
stood and talked. She couldn't see very well in the thick smoke. 

'I'll never find Mother here,' thought Silvia. She began to walk 
up and down the park. 

'Mother!' she called. 'Mother, it's me, Silvia! Where are you?' 


After an hour, she was very tired. 'I have to sit down,' she 
thought. 'I'll start again in the morning. But now I'm going to 
sleep somewhere.' 

Then suddenly, she heard her name. She turned round. 

'Mr Garcia!' she said.'Where's Mother?' 

'She's here,' said Mr Garcia, 'and she's all right. But she's very 
worried about you. My wife's with her now. How did you find 
us?' 

'It's a long story,' said Silvia. 'I'll tell you later. But now ...' 

'I know,' said Mr Garcia. 'You want your mother. Gome with 
me.' 

Mrs Delgado was on the ground with Mr Garcia's jacket under 
her head. 

Her eyes were open, but her face was white. 
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Silvia took her mother's medicines out of the bag, and gave her 
some. Mrs Delgado smiled. 

'Thank you, dear,' she said. 

Silvia sat and watched her. Mrs Delgado shut her eyes and 
slept. 


Chapter 7 Thieves 

It was early in the morning when Gabriel arrived at the 
Delgados' flat. His arm hurt badly, and he was terribly thirsty. 

The street was quieter now. Most people were out in the 
country, or in the parks outside the town. But there were four or 
five men at work in the ruins of the building next door. They 
pulled the rubble away. 

Gabriel watched them for a minute. Suddenly, they stopped 
working and listened. 

'I can hear something!' one man said. 'Here! I think it's a child. 
Quick! Come and help!' 

Gabriel went to them. 

'I can help,' he said. 

One of them looked up and smiled at him. 

'Don't be stupid,' he said. 'You've got to have two hands for this 
job. Go and sit down.' 

Slowly, Gabriel went up the stairs to the Delgados' flat. The 
building was dangerous, but he didn't think about that. He could 
hear the cries of the child. He felt terrible. Then he felt something 
on the floor under his foot. He looked down. It was his red rose. 
It was there, in the same place, by the front door. A rose from 
another world, another life. 

The door of the flat was open. Gabriel called, 'Mrs Delgado! 
Silvia! Are you there?' 

There was no answer, but suddenly, two men ran out of the 
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sitting-room. The first man went down the stairs before Gabriel 
could stop him. Then the other man ran past. Gabriel put out his 
foot and the man fell over it. A box fell to the ground. The man 
didn't stop. He jumped up and ran away. 

Gabriel opened the box. There wasjewellery inside it. 

'Mrs. Delgados jewellery!' he thought. 'So the thieves are busy 
now!' 

He took the jewellery box into the flat. He looked round. The 
pictures were on the walls. Silvia's camera was on the table. 

'Good,' he thought. 'The thieves 
didn't have much time. They 
only took the jewellery, and 
I've got it now.' 




Then, near one of the armchairs, he saw Silvias dirty evening 
shoes. He thought for a minute. For the first time for hours, he 
smiled. 

'She wore those shoes last night,' he thought. 'So she came 
back here after the earthquake. She isn't dead! She came home, 
and took her mother to a safe place. Oh Silvia, Silvia, you're all 
right!' 

Gabriel forgot his broken arm, and the cut on his head. He was 
suddenly happy. 

'I'll look for them,' he thought. They're out in the country. I 
know they are. I'll find them. I'll ...' He stopped. 'That's stupid,' 
he thought. 'I'll never find them. And I can't leave. There'll be 
other thieves later. I'll stay here and look after the flat.' 

He went into the kitchen. There was no water, of course, but 
there was some milk. 

Gabriel had a long, long drink and then felt better. His head 
and his arm hurt, but his legs felt stronger. And now he could 
think. 

'It's not safe inside,' he thought. 'I'll stay in the street. Perhaps I 
can help the other men, and watch the building too.' 

He went out of the flat, and shut the door behind him. 


That day and the next day, Gabriel worked with the other men. 
He couldn't move the rubble, or pull people out of the ruins. But 
he could do otherjobs. 

The workers had to have food and drink. Gabriel found water 
and carried it to them. Then he looked for food. There was a 
shop at the end of the street. The windows and doors were 
broken. There was nobody there. 

'The manager's dead,' a man told him. 

Gabriel climbed through the broken door into the shop. He 
took some food and carried it back to the workers. The child 


from the ruins of the next building was safe now. She was in a car, 
on her way to hospital. But the workers didn't stop working. 
Other people were under the rubble. Gabriel could hear their 
screams. 

He saw a small boy in the street, two or three years old. The 
child cried for his mother. 

'She's at the hospital,' one of the workers said. 'We pulled her 
out. We didn't know about the child.' 

Gabriel sat down next to the little boy and talked to him. He 
gave him some food and a drink of water. Slowly, the child 
stopped crying. Gabriel played with him for hours. Then his 
father came and took him away. 

On the morning of the third day, firemen arrived. 

For the first time, Gabriel stopped working. He couldn't do 
anything now. He sat down in front of the Delgados' door and fell 
asleep. 


Chapter 8 Home 

On the third day after the earthquake, good news came to Liberty 
Park. Mr Garcia had a radio in his car. 

'Silvia, come and listen!' he called to her. 

'There will not be another earthquake,' the newsreader said. 
'People can go back to their homes. Dangerous buildings have a 
white cross on the door. Do not go inside those buildings. Other 
buildings are safe. I will say that again 

Mr Garcia and Silvia listened again. Then Mr Garcia turned 
the radio off. 

'Do you think it's really safe?' Silvia asked. 'Do you think we 
can go home?' 

Mr Garcia shook his head. 

T don't know,' he said. 'But I know one thing. Your mother 
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can't stay here. We'll take her home to her bed. You can look after 
her there.' 

Everywhere in Liberty Park people asked questions. Many 
people were worried. Was the newsreader right? They were afraid 
of another earthquake. They wanted to stay in the country for 
another day or two. But other people wanted to go home. They 
started to move into the streets. 

Silvia sat down next to her mother. 

'We're going home, Mother,' she said. 

Mr Garcia carried Mrs Delgado carefully to his car. She was as 
light as a child. Silvia opened the back door of the car, and Mr 
Garcia put Mrs Delgado inside. 

The journey into town took a long time. There was rubble 
everywhere, and in some places there were trees across the road. 
Mr and Mrs Garcia sat in the front of the car and talked. They 
were worried about their flat, their friends and their neighbours. 
Silvia sat in the back with her mother and looked out of the 
window. But she didn't see the ruins, or the rubble, or the 
firemen. She didn't hear the Garcias. 

'Will I see Gabriel again?' she thought. 

The car turned into the Delgados' street and stopped outside 
their building. 

'Look! Look! It isn't there!' said Mrs Garcia. 

'What isn't there?' asked Silvia. 

'The white cross! There's no white cross on our building. It's 
safe! We can go home!' 

Mrs Garcia jumped out of the car and ran up the stairs to her 
flat. Mr Garcia smiled at Silvia. 

'You go up first and open the door,' he said. 'My wife will 
come back in a minute. Then we'll carry your mother up the 
stairs.' 

Silvia went into the building and up the stairs. Then she 
stopped. 
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There was a man asleep in front of her door. He looked thin 
and ill. His face and clothes were dirty. And his arm ... his 
head... 


'Gabriel!' she said. 

Gabriel woke up andjumped to his feet. He didn't sec Silvia in 
the dark. He only saw another thief! 

'You can't come in here,' he said. 'This is the Delgados' home. 
No thieves here...' 

'Gabriel,' said Silvia again. 

Gabriel stopped talking. His head was hot. His legs felt weak. 
He didn't want to fall now. Not now. 

'Is it you?' he said. 'Is it really you?' 



He had something in his hand^ 
Silvia couldn't see it very well. 
Then she understood. It was a 
dirty, dead, red rose. She took 
it out of his hand. 

'Thank you, Gabriel,' 
she said. 'It's beautiful.' 
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ACTIVITIES 


Chapters 5-8 


Chapters 1-4 
Before you read 

1 What are these sentences in your language? Find the words in 
italics in your dictionary. They are all in the story. 

a The shop's manager screamed when he saw a big crack in the 
roof of the building. Then there was a terrible noise and the 
building fell. In minutes, the shop was a ruin. 
b Everything shakes when there is an earthquake. People feel 
terribly afraid. Will they and their neighbours be safe? Or will 
their homes be rubble the next morning? 
c There were people with broken arms and legs. Other people 
were very ill. After the first day, there were no medicines in the 
hospitals. 

d Some people took their photographs and jewellery from their 
homes. He saw one man with red roses in his arms. 

2 There is an earthquake in your town. What three things will you 
take from your home? Why? 

After you read 

3 Are these sentences about Gabriel right or wrong? 
a He loves Silvia. 

b Silvia is kind to him. 
c Mrs Delgado likes him. 
d He is rich, 
e He has a fast car. 

4 Talk about Silvia. What do you know about her? 

5 Work with another student. 

Student A: You want to find Silvia, Marco and Gabriel after the 
earthquake. Where were they at that time? What did 
they wear that evening? Tell your friend. Did your 
friend see them? 

Student B: You are in the street when you meet your friend. 
Answer your friend's questions. 


Before you read 

6 Is Marco the right man for Silvia? Why (not)? What do you think? 

7 Discuss these questions. Find the words in italics in your 
dictionary. 

a Where can you see a cross? 

b How do you learn about the news from other countries? 
c Would you like to be a nurse ? Why (not)? 
d Why do thieves take things from other people? 
e What worries you/makes you worried? 

After you read 

8 Who says these words? Who or what are they talking about? 
a 'Is he dead?' 

b 'He was only worried about his car.' 
c 'She's here, and she's all right.' 
d 'You've got to have two hands for this job.' 
e 'Do not go inside those buildings.' 
f 'Is it really you?' 

9 How do you think these people feel at the end of the story? Why? 
Silvia Gabriel Marco Mrs Delgado 

Writing 

10 You are Silvia. Write a letter to Gabriel. How do you feel about him 
now? Tell him. 

11 You are Marco. You know about Silvia and Gabriel. Write to Silvia. 
Tell her about her mistake. 

12 What happened to Gabriel after the earthquake? Write his story for 
the town's newspaper. 

13 What can you do when an earthquake comes? Write about it. 


24 



o 






fWT 


Penguin Readers are simplified texts designed in association with Longman, 
the world famous educational publisher, tc> provide a step by-step approach 
to the joys of reading for pleasure. Each hook has an introduction and 
extensive activity material.They are published at seven levels from 
Easystar ts (200 wor ds) to Advanced (3000 words). 

Lditors: Andy Hopkirs and joedyr Potter 
NEW EDITION 


6 Adw? red (10C0 words) 

5 Upfjer Inter mediate (2300 wc^ris) 
4 Inteimediato (17 CO words) 

3 Pie Intermediate {1700 words) 

2 : enrentmy (600 words) 

I Beginner (300 words) 
f h f syst a 1 1 s (200 wo i ds) 


Cont temporary 
Classics 
Or ig ivLs 


| Bmish English 
Amen can English 


j # ■ Book/o as se t n p t k a Is < .j r ; ir bl i si 
wwv* p- ngum#cade’vcron 

i* i . * * u. + •■*•.4'■ <■ i 


£ 

r j 


Published and disnihi tec by 
F¥arsoi % Fd .cation 3 iirwii-t 


ISBN C-582-62761-4 
























